THE  SPANISH WAR
glad I am, because it would have been unpleasant for me
an Italian, to have been obliged to remain in Madrid."
About the same time I met the Duke of Montellano
who had just managed to escape from Bilbao and had
joined the staff of Lieutenant-Colonel Castejon of
Spanish Legion fame. What he told me was of special
interest to myself, as he said "I hid in Bilbao in the house
of an Englishman, whose name I cannot give for the
moment, as his property might suffer if the Reds knew
what he had done My host and benefactor received the
Daily Mail, and it was by reading your dispatches that
I knew what was the real state of affairs, and was able
to keep up, not only my own courage, but also that of the
numerous other Spaniards of Nationalist views who were
also in hiding and to whom I was able to circulate the
good news that all was not lost."
There was a lull in the fighting about Christmas time,
and most of us war correspondents felt bored and tired.
We did get together, however, for a dinner on New Year's
Eve, to which we invited a number of prominent Spaniards
and for which the menu, simple but good, was entirely
prepared by ourselves. The dinner began at ten o'clock,
and we were still at table at two in the morning. Toasts
of all sorts were drunk at midnight, and in fact somebody
got up and put the hands of the clock back as there were
still more toasts to be drunk and they showed five minutes
past twelve. So we had three different midnights for
three different sets of healths to be drunk. All very foolish,
but a welcome diversion all the same.
I had the pleasure of mabng the Frenchmen who were
present all stand and drink to the health of the next
King of France. We English drank to the health of our own
King, followed by a silent toast to the Duke of Windsor.
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